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Many times they will watch the sea's renewal,

And oftener than we know the renewal of the year.

In farms among the hills and in small mining towns

Safe the unmartyred innocents lie;
But on the frozen cradle of Europe

The infant Jesus is left to die.

Rockfems

, On quarry walls the spleenwort spreads
Its green zipfasteners and black threads,
And pinches tight its unfurled purses
In every crevice with the cresses,
As if a blast of dynamite
Had spattered it upon the slate,
That where the bluestone spine was broken
Spores might penetrate and quicken,
"or in the fractures of the rock
Roots dig further than a pick,
As, 'though the sinews may not feel it,
The worm probes deeper than the bullet.
When this pen is dropped, my hand
May thrust up in a buckler frond,
And then my crushed and calcined bones
Prove better soil than arid stones.
Why need I fear the bursting bomb
Or whatsoever death should come,
If brains and bowels be cast forth
Splintered to spleenwort on the earth ?
And if a subtler part may cruise
Twice round the sun and Betelgeuse,
My soul shall detonate on high,
And plant itself in cracks of sky*